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THE OPENING OF PARLIAMENT. 

% Parliament having recently assembled, instead of behaving decently, as tt behoves a man of hts intellect, Poor Pa does nothing but vow vengeance ayainst 

M.P.’s generally, and Labour representatives in particular. The fact of the matter is, my bibulous Parent is jealous of Mr. Keir Hardie, and has determined 


to cut the ground from under his feet in his own line of business. Whether he has succeeded in doing so I cannot say, but I understand that on the first day 
of the Session Mr. Gladstone and Mr. Balfour, who had been specially laid on to meet him, almost fainted at Papa’s scarecrow-like appearance.’’—Toortsit. 


A MAN OF HIS WORD. 


THE PRESS-GANG. 


—— 


Messrs. KNAPP AND BALDWIN, writing 1n 1809, obeerve, 
“The liberty of the subject 1s, by Magna Charta, declared 
sacred, yet the imperious call of war for seamen to defend 
our island from a foreign foe has rendered it expedienc to 
seize seamen in the merchants’ employ, and torce them on 
board a man-of-war, 

“A ship richly Inden is ready to bend her sails; and ac 
the dead hour of mgnt—olten, indeed, as the ancnor 19 
weighing—a ferocious gang board her and carry oft hier sea- 
men, often without even the solaceof their chest torn away 
from wives and children, and compelled to serve against 
their inclination.” 

Not only seamen fell victims to these outrages as witness 
the following case: A. press-gang, in the year 1755, ina 
riotous manner forced themselves ante the house of 
Mr. Wilham Godfrey. a ertizen of good repute and a cooper 
of the City of London, They knocked him down and 
dragged him through the streets with only one siipper on, 
and thus foreibly put him on board a king's ship in the 
Thames, There he was confined m the hold among a 
nnmber of reugh fellows, where there was a euffecating 
stench, the effeers of whieh jong endangered his hfe. For 


S 2 . 9 “ . * Oe j 

p Apokerman or Deputation of Distillers and Wine Merchants wattina unon (2) Mr, Borndrunk, M.P. (leading the way to alumber-cellar). Gentlemen, beholt twelve hours Oo Urea uUent contintted, wien what See f 

la MP. You were elected, sir, on the understanding that you were my reply! When yon eiected me, these bottles were full, Observe, now, their going on reached the ears of the Lord Mayor, and he was i 

tarts bid Interests and promote our trade. We say, emphatically, your silent. eloquent, empty testimony. Alone I did it; therefore, 1 proudly say, I released. ; | 
sare untulfillel: You have dove nothing ! am a wan of my word! ; Robert Alsop, a midshipman, and six seamen were brought 


a 


my 


34 


totrial at Guildhall, and while the court was deliberating on the 
punishment to be inflicted on them, some officers of Government 
interceded and prayed that their country might not long be deprived 
of ther services against the French, then at war with us; and in 
conseqnence thereof, and on their knees suing for mercy, backed 
ty Mr Godfrey's generous forgiveness, they were only sentenced 
te ten dave’ imprisonment, 

All sorts of tricks were made use of by those most likely to be 
rop dewn and ran intoavoid the press-gang. Once at a place 
ealled Salt Coats, in the West of Scotlind, during the American 
War, when a number of young men and women had met to make 
‘herey an impress officer in the neighbourhood thought it a fit 
cCpporcunity te pick up some good hands for his Majesty's service, 

Accordingly the press-gang, accompanied by a party of soldiers, 
marched te and surrounded the barn where the dancing was going 
en. iherr approach was discovered in time, and the doors and 
vaindows bemg strongly barricaded, a shout of defiance was heard 
trom: within. 

‘The otticer in command paused, Sailors are proverbially tender 
hearted where the fair sex is concerned, It was no part of his plan 
to hurt the girls being unwilling to come to extremities while 
thes were in danger, a parley was demanded and granted, and it 
was agreed that the womankisd was to be allowed to depart 
unmolested, 

Jn the meantime, however, the voung men and maids had 
changed clothes, Whether the incident had a matrimonial ten- 
deney is not recorded, or whether all turned out loving and 
coedient wives; but it is sure that, when the press-gang and sol- 
aiers entered, they found, to their mortification, that the females, 
on thir occasion, “all wore the breeches,” 

* * » * ° * 
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sine ALLEXANDERY. 
BILUMM, 

(Newt week, “A Crimp.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—~>— 


*.° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Vo not inclose loose stamps, 


Thank you, FRANK, we're seen the entting; Much obliged, though, 
aithe same. There is nota SLOPER artist, FOLLY, who's unknown 
& Jane Please crplain, AX OLD ADORER, Tootsie’s always fair 
ond sneet, Utter nonsense, LEGISLATOR, SLOPER never knows 
acfeat. Pease conform to rules, Miss HALSTEAD, Or your 
sketch well be destroyed, AULY cannot help you, DRIVER. You 
must make them, MUCH ANNOYED, Thursday morning, NEW SUB- 
SCRIBER, Thanks for notice, HERRICK Moore. Jt is part of 
ALLY'S ‘nessron. ALWYN, to relierc the poor, Stery's far toe long, 
INFERNO. Quite unsuitable as well, What a question, UP To 
pata: Mow onvarth are we to tell? Thanks for your politeness, 
LONALD. Teotsre sends her kind regards, Much obliged, PHIL, but 
the markets Rather vrerstocked with bards, Sorry that we can't 
ebiage you In so small a matter, CHINK, AlL the prices quoted, 
LUOKMAN, sbre a lot ico high, we think, 

pont, 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
‘he Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


reurwarded toany part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 18. 8d; 6 Months, 38 3d ; 12 Months 6s 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,”" 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bills wall be sent post free to Newsagents 
on applreation, 


PAA Sis 
On sale at ali Kiosques and Bovksellers’, at 20 Centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE, 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-uof-hin of any Man, Woman, Roy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), whe shall happen to mect 
weth his or her death wm a Railway Accident, in any part oF 
the United Arngdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY " be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, *“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY" is 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock and the Insurance lasts one week from that time, 
expiring at 8 oclock the following Thursday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~—— 


Robinscen, 1 see an association is being got up for the purpose of 
finding enmpioyment for epileptics and lunatics, What would you 
consider a suitable occupation for them? 

Sharpsians, Drawing Parliamentary Bills would, I should think, 
come quite baturally to them, » « 

* 


Spifhns. There ia one good thing with regard to McGooseley, 
which is that he always speaks the truth when he is tight. 
Junghans, Vy Jove! then he is the first perfectly truthful man [ 
have ever come across, — 
* 
iJarzred Sester, Laura, my dear, you're beginning to look quite 
parse < 
Sucgle Sester, Oh, dear! Am T, really? Then I'd better com- 
Ivete te polish up my music and other accomplishments, 
sdarzried Sester, Better polish up your cooking. 
as 


. 
No words can make a youthful clerk 
Feel wilder, as a rule, 
Than asking him, in offhand tones, 
When he gues back to school, 
7s 


* 
Slipper. You remember young Tom Slupper? I hear Ire diedvot 
leac powsouing out tn America. 
SMopper, How did he get it! 
Siipper. Krom arevolver,  ¢ » 
» 


President of Bacheiors’ Club(to member). 1s it true, Mr. Stublbs, 
that you are going to be married? 

Stubbs (treemphant), Oh, yes; but it’s the chance of a thousand, 
tay boy! Snes Secretary of the Woman's Rights Society, Treasurer 
to tne Woman's Wrongs Association, President of the Anti-Crino> 
line Guild, on four committees, member of Board of Guardians, 
Senoci Board, and five difterent Leagues ; so there's no chance of 
his ever being at home to worry about or upset my books and 


papers ae 
* 


Frown Pretty face, certainly, but how sad, 
love, i should think. 
Lenhecker, More likely to be disappointed in marriage. 
» * 


Disappointed in 


. 
Tom Somebody toid me you ran over a4 woman yesterday. 
Our Yea; tnat’s right. 
Som Cost youa tot, went it? 
Vuk, Oh, no. Furtunately, it happesed to be my own wile, so 
fu's aii right 
Jem. Lacks deggar t 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 458.— ‘The “ Egg Saturday * Costume. 


“Say, Jim, what's a switchback 
like?" “Well, you cheek old Wack- 
hum at school, and he'll jolly quickly 
show you what a switched back is 
like.” 


“If you'll stop cryin’, sis, TN ask 
this old lady comin’ along to adopt yer. 
Then yer may turn out @ princess,” 


4 ‘ enh en 
Father. Now. then, wipe your eyes, and then tell me why I thrashed you. 
Tommy (blubbering). There, I knew it, You hit me, and now you dou't know 
what it’s for. 


ZOO ILLOGICAL STUDIES. | 


The Giraflemu, SLOPER (ALWAYS) UP TO DATE. 


! (Saturday, February 4, 1893. 


“No,” said the proud beauty, as she drew herself up haughtily 
and gazed with supercilions scorn at the wretched millionaire 
trader's heir grovelling at her feet. “Never, never will 1 consent 
to ally myself to # man who has sullied his fingers with trade!” 
“ Darling | was the response, “there is naught to stand between 
us, then. I didn’t maken penny of the beastly money; the o'd 
man did all that, Hard as he tried he never got an ounce of work 
out of me. ia 


Busy Business Man. Yes, my dear fellow, I'm convinced there's 
nothing like giving people value for their money: every body 
appreciates a good article. , . 

Unsuccessful Literary Man. Ah! that’s where you make a mis- 
take—a very glaring mistake. 

Busy Business Man, Mistake! Why—er—what do you mean? 
Who are the exceptions? 

Unsuccessful Literary Man, Editors. 


* 
“THAN climbing volcanoes,” says Patrick, 
“No pleasure, bedad ! could be greater ; 
For, after accomplishing that trick, 
‘You're sure to arrive at the crater.” 
a 


THE iaw of waste is properly’ considered nowadays, There is 
an enterprising bloke who buys up all the second-hand patent 
wire suspenders, to export ‘em to the Zulu Kaftirs for Albert 
guard watch-chains, “." 

Smith. It's a pity that our Government has not a better under- 
standing with Spain, 

Jones. Can't see it, sir, myself. 
What more do you want? 

Smith. Oh, there are lots of things. 

Jones. Ah’ there we are at issue, sir 
public companies. " 


Quite good enough, I think, 


Extradition, for instance 
lam a director of several 


Wuart is the difference between longitude and latitude? Longi- 
tude is when Mr. ‘Teedle is so bad that he comes in at the street 
door nose foremost, and lies all along the passage. Lattitude is 
when his missis forgives him because he has brought home with 
him a pair of new patent slippers and a ready cooked sucking-pig. 


* 

Teseror, Whatever makes you keep that hideous black fellow's 
photograph on your mantelshelf, dear?) I’m sure it’s anything but 
ornamental, 

Lone Little Widow. No, dear; but that’s poor dear Alfred's 
sepulchre, He was a missionary among the cannibals, you know, 
love. vw. 

s 

“WHAT a curious pattern it is on the back of that girl's dress!” 
said short-sighted Snooks, “Why, you bally lunatic!” replied 
philosopher Jobson, “that only comes from a slippery frost and 
her sitting down suddenly like on the new lattice iron and ginss 
pavement that lights the kitchen of the draper’s shop over there,” 

* 


s 
Customer (looking vound bare walls), You don't go in for art, 
Mr. Cropper. : 
Mr. Cropper (haireutter to the Lord Mayer, ete.) No, sir, Wi 
don’t, Hart wears its air long, an’ never ‘as it cut or heven singed, 


. 

It isa poor heart that never rejoices! SLOPER always makes 
the best of things ; still, at the same time, he might do better than 
try to stew one of Mrs. Sloper’s old nightcaps ina quart of water 
and half an ounce of best glue, and palm it off on his friends as 
cabbage soup! There is no knowing what that man will come to, 

. 


“T HAVE a family tree,” he cricd, 
“To aid me in my suit.” 
“That may be so,” the maid replied ; 
“But | don't like its fruit.” 
s-* 


* 

Bragly. Ah, well, there’s one thing T can say. When I leavea 
neiyhbourhood | ean always go back to it again. 

Sharply. Yes, after six years. 

Young Wife. 1 do so wish that T could think of some pian to 
induce John to jeave off smoking in the house, It does nmke the 
curtains smell so nasty. 

Old Married Friend, V1\ tell you what to do, dear, Maks him 
one of those yellow, green, red and blue embroidered smoking-ca ps, 
and tell him that you expect him to wear it whenever he stnokes, 
If that doesn’t cure him, nothing will, But I've never known i to 
fail, dear. *° 


THE best of men are mistaken sometimes, as Jones was when he 
shook hands with the village pump and kissed the spout. thinking 
that it was his maiden aunt, from whom he had the highest 
expectations, “? 

Polite Tradesman. Pardon me, madam, but that is hardly a suit- 
able umbrelia you have selected. It’s too bulky—too heavy aito- 
gether fora lady. 

Brawny Female. Oh, that’s all right! don't you fret yourself 
about that, This ain't for show, | want it to wallop my olu man 
with, ee 

* 


“CAN'T you, can't you give me even a little hope—some trifling 
consolation?" he asked, despainingly, of the fair creature who had 
just told him she could never be anything but a sister to him. 
* Yes,” she responded, “ plenty. Know that the last three men who 
told me, like you, that suicide was all that remained for them after 
my refusal, are all married and living happily.” 

a. 

Debutante. Now, mamma, in choosing a husband, } should prefer 
to select one most likely to obtain a title, so which profession 
would you advise me to—er—er—cultivate as having most chance 
in that direction? 

Mother, Oh: go for an alderman, my dear, of course, 


s 
SLY deceit does get punished sometimes, as in the case of 
Gemima Slapup. She hada bad wound last week from having the 
rinss front of her locket, contaimng the one bloke’s portrait, 
Frakes and driven into her, from the desperate squeezing she got 
from totherist. Serve her right! 
. 
s 

Fidgety Wife. And are you sure, George, you love me still? 

Nereous Husband, Quite, my darling. but you never are. 


* 
ONE common trait connects the miser 
With our friend, the advertiser : 
For, though a gulf between them lies, 
"Tis hoardings they both idolise. 
s* 


* 

The Professor (lecturing on Natural History). You will observe, 
gentlemen, upon close inspection of these two ee that the 
only way to distingmsh the male bird from the female is by noting 
the peculiar formation of the latter's wing, 

Labs Student. They must lead a very unhappy life, don’t you 
think, sir? 

The Professor, Eht—what? Unhappy life: No; nothing of 
the sort. What makes you think so? 

Giddy Student, Wel, you see, there’s always a little difference 
of a-pinion between them. e< 

* 


How wrongiy sometimes we jump at coneiusions, Standing the 
other day outside our local butcher's shop, Ruperto paused to tisten. 
“Ah! said he, “there's a gal being kissed again, and there's her 
ma smacking her for doing it.” But, after all, it was only the pro- 
prietor of the establishment calling attention to the Juiev tender- 
hess of the steaks by slapping them with the flat of his big knife. 
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Gcturday, cebruary 4, 1898.3 
TOOTSIE AT THE OLYMPIC 


—__—— 


Bravo, Oscar Parrett! Bravo, Horace Lennard! Bravo every- 
body who has worked so hard and achieved so decided a 
success for the once- 
upon-a-time unfortu- 
nate Olympic! 

suppose the 
Olympic many times 
and oft under the 
management of Wild 
and Watts, and Ellis- 
ton and Madame 
Vestris, William Far- 
ren, A. Wigan, and 
Emden has fallen on 
rocky periods, 

But what a lot of 
successes there have 
been since! And why 
nhotagain? The doors 
are open, The enter- 
tainment has got a 
good name. The house 
is comfortable, and 
when the pantomime 
reaches the close of 
its run, there is a good 
opening for another 
class of entertainment 
where The Two 
Orphansand The New 
Magdalen caught so 
fairly on. 

The story of the pan- 

tomime opens outside 
Bow Church looming 
through the gloom, 
and here the Spirit of the Bells and the Spirit of Darkness come 
plotting and contriving poor Dick Whittington’s overthrow, In 
secne two we have a view of Cheapside all in the old times; and 
‘tis Alice's birthday, an occasion on which worthy cits. and their 
wive:, the apprentices and their sweethearts, all make a holiday 
nd come and see the pretty young lady and wish her many 
verurns of the day. 
Scme drunken drolleries are introduced by Mr. Fred Emney 
avd Me. Harry Grattan as Alderman Fitzwarren and Jack, the idle 
apprentice, and then enters Edith Bruce, otherwise Dick Whitting- 
ten, foctsore and weary, who, after a rough reception, Alice 
persuades her mother to engage. In the next scene, Victor 
Stevens, an extravagant female cook, causes a great deal of fun, as 
dows also Charles Lauri in his famous impersonation of a cat. — 

New comes our old friend Highgate Hill, a very delighful piece 
oi panting, where Dick, as per usual, sinks to slumber, and lovely 
ballet-girls come in and trip it lightly, and he and his familiar 
pussy-cat wend their way back to good old London-town again. 


nek Whittinitoas 
EvitH BRUCE. 


Fis Cat: 
CHARLES LaURI. 


Jark: Liza: 
HARRY GRATTAN. VICTOR STEVENS. 

Faith Bruce is the life and soul of those scenes wherein she has 
ashare. Ethel Hawthorne as the Captain of the Guards is al! the 
soldier, Kate Chard is an Riaperor ot Morocco as they grow (I 
know lots of them). Kate Sullivan is very funny as Mrs, Fitz- 
warren, and works well with Victor Stevens, who is as funny as 
they make them. His song of “ London Town" took very well the 
night | was there, Amy Trevelyan as the industrious ‘prentice ia 
2 handsome Roger, and Alice Brooks dances and sings well, 
Julian Cross_as Captain Barnacle is well to wind, Florrie Harmon 
n first-rate First Mate, and W. T. Riley an efficient Boatswain. 
Marius Girard, the Emperor of Morocco’s chamberlain, sings an 
Irish song, to the delight of the audience, who evidently think 
ita thing that 23 expected of chamberlains over there. 

With such a good show, such bright dresses, pretty faces and 
pleasant scenery, Dick Whartengton ought to go at the Olympic, 
and te followed by another of the same sort next year. 

It somebow gikes me that you don’t find it any easier to write 
a notice of a pan- 
tomime if you zo 
to seemany. Nor 
are many of the 
notices that ap- 

ar the day after 

oxing Day 
wholly trust- 
worthy. You see, 
there is not a bi 
crowd of parties 
to use the critical 
pen at the office 
of any newspaper, 
yet all the panto- 
mime notices 
must be written 
the same night. 
There must be not 
a few suburban 
homes into which 
a pass for one 
must have 
brought the seeds 
of discord. Im- 
agine the impor- 
tance of the 
little man open- 
ing the envelope. 
The “How 
many?” from the 
wife of his bosom, 
“One, of course, 
ha run on the first night.” “But why not change itt” 
“Change it? Impossible! Itv’e a matter of duty.” 

Vs rhaps sne ginnces at his coat-coliar when he comes home, la 
there powder there, oz a wandering golden hair? 


Alderman Pitzwarren: 
FRED EMNEY, 


Mrs. Fitewarren: 
KaTE SULLIVAN. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HER ONLY FAILING. 


£uHE is handsome, she is witty, 
Is the subject of my ditty, 
With the neatest little ankle and the loveliest of eyes, 
She is vigorous and healthy, 
With the cert. of being wealthy, 
For her dad intends to leave her all his money when he dics, 


She has almost faultless features 
Has this most divine of creatures ; 
She's as graceful as a fairy and as stately as a queen, 
With a perfect taste in dresses, 
And the brightest golden tresses, 
With the loveliest complexion that | think I’ve ever seen. 


She is talented, vivacious, 
Even-tempered, sweet and gracious, 
And I fancy she would wed me did L ask her such a thing ; 
But, alas! 1 dare uot do it, 
Knowing well that | should rue it, 
For she hasn't got the faintest voice, but fancics she can sing, 


——__—_———_—_- 


A COMING BUCKLAND. 


You may never have heard of Snollzoster’s Park—a delightfully 
rural settlement within easy walking distance of Seven Dials, a 
veritable rus in urbe; but you will—we'll bet you a pound toa 
penny you will—for Snollgoster’s Park is the native place of the 
coming Buckland. 

There are tleas at Snollgoster’s Park; indeed, the Snollgoster 
Park flea has, from time immemorial, been celebrated for his pro- 
digivus appetite, great gymnastic powers, and ferocity when 
attacked, A most painful illustration of these combined qualitica- 
tions came under the notice of our Buckland only last week. An 
inoffensive maiden lady, living in the Park, has a pet dog belonging 
to the black-and-tan persuasion, For the past few days this once 
irreproachable animal has been behaving ina manner which would 
justify the casual observer in assuming that he was, in the language 
of sweet Bessie Bellwood, “off his doz.” And yesterday he showed 
even more serious symptoms, With one astounding jump, rising 
in the air stiff-legged, like one of Bill @ody’s trick jumpers, he 
cleared the old lady's Church Aid Society Box standing on the 
little side table, and alighted in the coal-vase. Then the erratic little 
beast had another hoist, and landed ona bracket fixed five feet 
high in the wall. His extraordinary tit of “ jumps" continuing, he 
next went up on to the cornice-pole with a bound, 

Then they called the coming Buckland in, 

As soon as he arrived he assumed the air of a professional dog 
sharp, and, with one grab, collared poor little ‘ Tollrouser” as he 
nade his thirteenth aerial flight over the gas globes, 

Buckland's examination was brief but searching. He pronounced 
the r little beast to be suffering from acute Keatingophobia. 

What's that?) We thought you'd ask. Why, it seems that some- 
thing over four million fleas had convened an athletic tournament 
in “ Tollrouser’s " coat, and, a council of “captains” being formed, 
had agreed to all jump together at the word “Go!” That, at all 
events, was Buckland’s diagnosis; and one and all cried “ mar- 
vellous !"” 


EASILY MANAGED. 


SLOPER is sentimental sometimes. Only last week he bought a 
penny saffrano rosebud. He gazed at it, and the soft influence of 
poetry moistened his optics. “ Would,” said he, “that the bud 
would expand and open as it might in its own soft southern clime, 
But here we have no summer heat in winter.” McGooseley smiled. 
“That is easy enough done,” said he, “after the dozen hot Scotches 
that you’ve had. You've only got to breathe on it half a second 
und it will burst out like a blooming suntlower.”’ 


“WHEREUNTO IS MONEY GOOD?” 


MONEY! money! what's the worth of it? 
Woe to him that borrows it! 

Though to-day he maketh mirth of it, 

He shall surely, for the dearth of it 

(Since Remorse hung o'er the birth of it), 
Mum and glum to-morrow sit! 


Money ! money! oh, the curse of it! 
Woe to him that lends it! 
Better keep to himself his purse of it; 
If he don't, he'll fare the worse of it, 
Since (by some strange power perverse of it) 
est of friends unfriends it! 


Money! money! wherefore toil for it? 
Woe to him that hoards it! 

Tf your blood incessant boil for it, 

Though you ne'er your honour soil for it, 

Still your peace of mind you'll spoil for it; 
No true joy affords it! 


Money! money ! oh, the blight of it! 
Still, it's senseless spurning it. 
Though we own the baleful might of it, 
Let us ne'er, with a slight, make light of it— 
Woe to him that’s barren quite of it! 
Better to keep on earning it ! 


—__—~__——. 


A LOST MEMORY. 


HE stood there at the bar, so preoccupied and thoughtful: and 
resently, with his head still in the sir, he turned to the man next 
im, and asked forthe loan of sixpence. “ Been such ad—d long 

winter,” he said, and added something about its being “hard to 
want for bread and cheese.” Few men who frequent the Gaiety 
care to say that they hiven't got sixpence ; so he got it. Then he 
called fora “go” of “John Robertsou,” and, naturally, the bene- 
factor squirmed a little, 

“Bless me—blecs mei why, so I did.” he cried. “Hope you 
won't take offence, sir, for | had certainiy forgotten it. Dear, 
dear me! But I find fresh evidences every day that Iam not what 
I used to be, This is what it is to lose one’s memory.” 

“ How long’s this been?” queried the donor, 

“Thirteen years, sir—thirteen years.” 

“Indeed. Result of an accident?” 

“Accident! Great Coram Strect! it was a three-street cat- 
astrophe! Why, man, | was hung by a mob!" 

“Why—er—how—” 

“Til tell you, It was up in a rough suburh of Neweastle— 
mining people, y'know—rough as sandpaper; and L was travelling 
in a new brand of baking-powder. One night, I called ata cot: 
tage, shoved the door open, and there was a poor woman lyin’ 
murdered on the floor, While | was standin’ there, horror struck 
ns it were, several parties came up, accused me of the hawful deed, 
and in ten minutes 2 mob had a rope round my neck. [ was 
dragged to 1 tree, given two minutes to pray, and then hauled up.” 

“ A-a-n-and d-d-didn't you die?” 

“ Tdunno,” softly answered the baking-powder man, “ Z dunno, 
I date my loss 0’ memory from the time they begun a-pullin’ on 
the rope. Maybe—maybe, I says, mark you—I was cut down and 
resuscitated—p'r'aps the corpse was taken out and buried—JZ dunno 
—all J know is that my memory has gone ever since.” 

The interrogator blew his nose, got red in the face, and suddenly 
blurted out : 

“Look here, mg friend! I've come to the conclusion that you're 
a con-foundation, irresponsible, gigantic, d——d liar.” __ 

“Very hkely—very hkely,” blandly replied the recipient ot 
charity. “When a man’s memory begins to fail he may epeak the 
truth or he may tic—just as it happens—er—er—did I touch you for 
aixpence, or haven't you paid?’ 


4 : * 
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35 
A DREAM THAT HAPPENED. 


— 


IT was the spring-time of the year, of their lives, of their loven 
the time when even the rain is radiant with saushine, when eveu 
tears § glisten . 
with smiles, 7 

Handin hand 
they wander 
through the 

verdant 
meadows and 
nlong the lanes 
where the haw- 
thorn is grow- 
ing greener 
every dav, and 
where the birds 
are singing to 
thelr mates and 
nestlings. 

They are talk- 
ing gaily— 
“thinking 
aloud” to each 
other of their 
future — their 
hopes, their 
aims, their re- 
solutions ; for 
although their 
lives had hither- 
to been sed 
in the drowsy —s 
village that : 
nestles down Taek —= Sapa 
there inthe aioe Poss 
valley, they are The parting. 
an ambitious 
pair of young people, and have quite decided that they will makea 
noise inthe world—the real great world outside the narrow horizons 
that bound the little one in which till now they have lived, And 
so they take less heed of the joy that now enwreaths them, their 
gladsome youth, their lack of pain or care or sorrow, than of the 
wild tlowers that twinkle inthe grasses at theirfeet, Not that they 
ignore the love that fills their hearts, only it is too near, too real. 

She is going to London to-morrow to seek out the great 
managers, and to convince them, and through them the public, 
that she has histrionic power; that she can thrill the pulses of 
heholders, draw smiles or tears at will from men and women; that 
she is not a Rachel, a Bernhardt, or a Terry—no, distinet from 
each and all of these, yet second to none of them. 

He is to wait awhile in the little village till he has finished the 
magnum opus that he, too, is to bring to the big city on the Thames, 
and which will 
set that river 
itself ablaze. 
Then, when 
they have won 
their laurels, 
they will en- 
twine them. 

“dryou fail,” 
he says, “you 
will Jet me aid 
you, defend, 
help you?” Tf? 
She laughs, 
Failure is the 
only thing 
youth deems 
impossible. 

* * . 

Years have 
flown — years 
for her of 
heartbreaking, 
of dismay, de- 
spair. She has 
teen others less 
gifted than her- 
self rise far be- 
yond her; 
others, yet 
abler than she, 
even lower 
down on Fore 
tune’s ladder, 
She has waited so long for her feast of fame and fortune, that she 
has lost her appetite for it. 

So that when at last she wins her laurels she thinks how poor a 
thing itis that she has prized, 

Then she begins to seek him. Til! then she was too proud. But 
her search is in vain, He is still amongst the great obscure. 


Leaving the theatre, 


* * * * * sd 

At last she has made a triumph that she prizes. Those who have 
chafed at her successes without knowing how deeply they have 
been bought. have confessed her power and her desert, 

A huge crowd waits to cheer her as she passes the stage door to 
her carriage, escorted by men of name and rank and fame, Just as 
she emerges, an emaciated man sinks across her path ina swoon, 

She sces his pale face, and rushes towards him, though they 
strive to restrain her, telling her it is merely a poor devil of wu 
nuthor who waits at stage duors for managers, whom he never sees, 
with a play 
under his arm 
that is never 
rend, 

When after 
many weeks of 
fever and de- 
lirium he re- 
covers, he finds 
himself well 
housed, well 
tended, well 
eared for, 
thoughthey 
will not tell hin 
to whom his 
gratitudeis due. 
At last, when he 
is convalescent, 
they promise to 
take him to see 
his good angel, 
and heis driven 
in a carriage up 
totown and led 
to a box ina 
famous theatre. 
The curtain 
rises on — his 

lav. The 
eading lady 
enters, and he 
beholds in her 
the sweet love 
of his boyhood. 

To-night she eclipses even her-eif, for to-nicht two erawns are 
wor, one hers, one his, And thus the dream of youth and love 
came true, 


His triumph. 


Mr, Heavyside. C.. 
sure the ice is brealir 


Itiiist bea rapid thaw! 


enticioust what shallI do? Iam 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


“Yes, he is the winner of every race he has been in, and the 
owner, who is a millionaire, put all his money on him.” “ Puur 
creature ! I wonder it didn’t break his back.” 


%e® Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from 
of her sriends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


TOOTSIB'S FRIENDS. 


No, 272.—Miss Dor SEILBY. 
“Alas, I'm driven Dotty by her charms.” 
“Thrice happy he who wins her for a bride.” 


“For I sigh with delight when she gives me a smile, 
tremble with fear at her frown.” 


—The Hon, B 


(1) Professor M‘Spnrtle, who said he was frae Auld St. Andrew's, was visiting the Browside, and the Laird was enter- 


taining Lim wi’ awfu' droll stories about M'‘Na 


— The Dook Snook. 
—Lord Bot. Eur. 


Mr, Shiiberstein, You vatch dis, Ike. Vhen you shells 
@ coat to a shentlemans vhot vants to buy a coat, vell— 


dot vos nodings, But vien you shells a goat to der 
gustomer vit only gome to buy shoelaces—dot's 
bithneth, my tear—dot's bithneth ! 


(Saturday, February 4, 1893. 


ey 
“Tam very unhappy,dear. The man whom 
I married, under the impression that be was 
eighty and had one foot in the grave, proves to 
be only seventy, and hale and hearty.”--E.ctract 
JSrom Letter of Young Lady. 


those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Miss ADA BLANCHE. 


Exterior of the Spotted Sun publie-house, Drury Lane, 
HARRIs, 


Blanche. He's late. [ think, T wish he'd come, because 


A. SLOVER. They shake hands heartily, A. 3. Shall we 
towards portals of pub.) 


and miss? There's but one way, and 


b, at which the Professor was visibly amused, 


kept by Stn AUGUSTUS 
Enter Mk. W. MORRIS, as SQUIRE OuFLESS.——(1) SQUIRE, 'T 
I said we'd mect in order to introduce him to my son, Boy Blue—that is, Miss 
T want a drink, To get one 
out of him’s my little game, For 1am oofless more than ina name, Hecomes! ater cue, 
adjourn? (Waves hand 
SQuike, Oh, thanks, you're kind. 
thought that you—— SQUIRE (coolly). Oh, did you? A.S. Yes. I find I left ny 
purse on the pianoforte! SQUIRE (disgusted). Oh, go to blazes! (Stalks off with 
dignity.) A.S. Hailo, don't be haughty, I'd make him sign the pledge if I had my 
will. Who now, alas! will lead me to her? Zafer MISS MABEL LOVE as ELFINELLA, 
vill !——(2) Performs las de Fascination, and gradually leads him on to the 
scene,“ Through the Wood.” ELP. Wait here! A, S. low to repay your kindness, 
at is with a kiss, Js about to ublige when ELFIN- 
ally. ELLA ranishes, A. S, Poor, silly child! you know not what is good, But, ah! who 


THE BROWSIDE ENTERTAINS AN ANGEL UNAWARES. 


(2) After an extra droll one, the Professor snddenly yelled, “ 
byppycreets!” Then the Meenister and tie Laird were visibly amused, for 1t was the dear Elder after all. 


Ada 


(They start.) 


A. 8. (hesitating). 1 that’s old SLOvER, is it not? 


comes, and with Red Riding Hood? "Tis A 
here ter Now introduce me to Sam Adams’ daughte 
as Boy BLUE and Miss MARIE LLOYD as 
It’s only me—er—} 
—(4) Enter BILLIARD YOUNG 
one. A.S, No, thanks ! ll do without, though on the spot. Boy BLUE, Why, Marie, 

Rev Rivine Hoop, It is, Beware! he wants an 

interview, (7v A. SLOPER.) It's no good, ALLY, my boy, twiggy vous? A, 8 

Marie, you need not give me thus away. R.R.H. Oh, take a run—or we will, while 

you stay. A.S. (reprvachfully). I interviewed, miss, You last panto. season, R.R.H. E¢ 
I know you did, and that's the very reason, A.S. (tv BuY BLUE, dramatically), List 

not to her; no unkind feeling cherish, I've sworn to have an interview or perish! 

B. B, Perhaps, then, you had better perish. (Looking off.) Come! at once the great 

big giant Fee Faw Kum !—(5) £uter Mr. H. M. CLIFFORD as THE GIANT, who 

bears off A. SLOPER, in the twinkling of an eye, to be taken on toast, 


v-dexlo? I— 


of t 
me | 


Gute 
ylac 


a 


Blanche herself! And Marie ought 

(3) Enter Miss ADA BLANCHB & 
D Ripinc Hoop, A.S. Ahem! 

—is—dear me, I have lost my 
Laby from Sports Procession, who offers him 


Caug 


It’s ma turn noo tae tell an unco funny story, ye velpin’ 
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R-ReCCsonry: 


opiate 


: Please -gir- No-Si- Never: davib- 
‘ agair- 


| me i TN lia 
IWIN UANNRH IN 
AQ MN ui ht NCR TG i 
ICN 
MTT 
i +f} 
a, Srantic efforts afte 


r F iyo Bill Gladstone tries his old, old game :—The Khedive now regrets the 

tricks Which landed England in a fie :—The widow whom gay Wilson woved, For damages has 

lately sued :—Mceting land shark, Jack finds that he At home is only on the sea, Won't there be 

ructions in Parliament during the present Session, eh?) Why, Drury Lane pantomime will not live 
in the same street with it, as far as fun is concerned ——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


f 


Caught in the act; or, the police, the pickpocket, the pocket 
handkerchief and the swell. 


THE FIGURE. 


Buggins said he would cut a figure on the ice, He does so with 
@ vengeance, 


si | 

a4 dy uy , 

NE) ‘i 
vs Mh 
eli 


Sor TES 
rer 


rs ee | 


Gi - 
Pd ait \ Se Sorry I hing "t in t'other day, Mr. Jones, when yon called 
OUET WITH CONCERTINA ACCOMFANIMENT. biti ni aickwe Le 


“No wonder we are said to take our pleasures sal'y. Look at these two,” J called on another of my old creditors who was iu.”* 


— ae 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


a 
THeEEE is nothing like having a grievance, and the indignant 
vate payers, Who evolve hery miissives for the newspapers whenever 
a fall of snow or an extra 
hewy shower of rain renders 
the streets well-nigh impass- 
able, certainly have a good one, 
Fleet Street, in muddy weather, 
is little better than a quagmire, 
whilst no words can convey 
noything like an adequate idea 
of the filthy state of the Strand, 
The members of the vestry or 
estries who ought to look 
after these things, but don't, 
may rather like wading ankle 
deep in diquid) mud, and be 
somewhat partial to being 
splashed from: head to foot by 
every passing vehicle, but 
A, SLOPE isn't, and any ves- 
tryman calling either at Court 
Mildew or The Sloperies" 
will yet a piece of the Emi- 
nent’s mind that he won't be 
able to swallow at one gulp. 
. 


THE walk on Tuesday, 17th 
January, from the Clayton 
lark Hotel, Hassocks, to the 
Railway Hotel, Partridge 
Green, and back, a distance of 
about seventeen miles, was un- 
der the immediate patronage 
of A,SLoPER. The ambulance 
and perambulators, thank goodness! were under the care of 
Mr. G. HL. Chapman, who rejoices in the nickname of “ Chatty.” 
The walkists were Messrs, “Songster,” “ Dough-Nut,” “Standing 
Still," and “Sprinter,” gentlemen all muchly esteemed in the 
neighbourhood. Up to the time of going to press, we have been 
unable to tind out who came in first. The Eminent says, as a 
matter of fact, none of ‘em have ever turned up at all yet, and 
unless something is heard of them soon, he shalt put out “ Reward ' 
billa. It's getting a serious matter, and has cast a gloom over the 
entire county of Sussex, 


. 

s 

Mr. (.G. MAcCLAUGHLIN, of Islington, the Post Office sorter 
who recently saved the life of a woman who was drowning in the 
Serpentine, has been made one of SLOPER'S herocs, These are the 
xortof men whose manly brows A. SLOPER could kiss—if they'd 
jet him. +? 


ALTHOUGH at the time of going to press the New Oxford Music- 
Hall had not thrown open its doors to the genera! public, a private 
view « short time ago was 
the means of convincing 
A. SLOPER that the require- 
ments of its patrons had been 
umply provided for. A lavish 
expenditure of money has 
resulted in the erection of 
one of the handsomest halls 
in the metropolis, and words 
fail him to express his admi- 
ration at the tasty manner in 
which the Auditorium has 
been laid out. Effect and 
comfort have been studied 
in every way, and if the 
ee oe tke. is to Ly ona - 

with the yeneral aspect 
oF the building, something “ 
out of the common may 
certainly be expected, 


* 

THANK you very much. 
A, SLOPER is delighted to see 
that his entreaties on behalf 
of the “Christmas Appeal” 
have not been entirely with- 
out avail; but there are still 
quite a number of you hang- 
ing back. What is the trouble? 
Is the Water Rate getting 
nasty? or the Income Tax de- 
veloping symptoms of impa- 
tience? Dash it all! Let them wait a bit longer A. SLOPER’S poor 
friends can't wait—they're starving, and the Ancient means getting 
that Fund up to £200if he has to pawn his undervest in theattempt, 

as 


A. CHANTREY CORBOULD, F.O.S., the well-known artist, possesses 
a length of leg that is unique. The pas de treis, danced by him 
and his friends, Phil May and Fred Storey, round a hot ‘tatur-can in 
the West-end a few weeks back, was too sweet. A bobby, who was 
looking on, remarked that “'E never see the like afore.” That 
bobby was right. ave 
s 


THE! +k Snook says the oranges which Chirgwin wears inside 
hia stockings in the Brighton pantomime, so as to enlarge his 
gentle calves, cost the management at the rate of forty a shilling. 
it’s a bit of an outlay; but, as the House is full every night, they 
can stand it, a 

2 


THERE is not much doubt about the success of /ypatia. Mr. 
Deerbuhim Tree has svared high, but he has succeeded, and all 
London will flock 
to see the classical 
Fromramine at the 

aymarket. Cri- 
ticism in the 
limited space at 
our déa posal 
would both be 
impossible and 
absurd, so exhaus- 
evel? has Mr. 
Ogilvie’s play 
been dealt with in 
—~the columns of 
* our contempora- 
—. ries, but we cannot 
let the opportu- 
nity pass without 
a tribute of praise 
to the magnificent 
mountin Fi and 
staging of the 
piece, and the very 
capable manner in 
which, considered 
- collectively, the 
- artistes acquit 
themselves, 

* 


Tuk Elder McNab swears by alittle book, entitled “A fighland 
Memorv,” cleverly written and oy illustrated by Mr. K, » 
Camerou. It is published by Simpkin, Marshall & Co. for the 
festive bob, so it’s within the reach of all, McNab’s opinion in this 
case is worth something. He is generally admitted, at Mildew 
Court, to be the best living authority on Scvteh—hot or cold. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


Upto the present nothing very sensational has occurred conse- 
quent upon Jolin Hollingshead'’s departure from the Alhambra, 
The theatre is still open, the 
whisky is up to the mark, and 
the receipts have in no way di- 
mminished ; and for all these 
mercies should the Alham- 
bra Company be grateful. 
The programme is as good as 
it usually is, and as regards 
the ballets, nothing could 
possibly be prettier. This is 
more particularly the case 
with Aladdin, The Diamond 
Valley in itself is a sight 
worth witnessing, and is the 
prettiest thing we remember 
ever seeing in a spectacle of 
this kind. The variety por- 
tion of the entertainment 
might well be strengthened. 
The Japanese Equilibrists 
are good, but Nellie Navette’s 
electaic dance lacks one thing 
—viz., originality. 


. 

IN common fairness, we 
think it only right to state 
that the cases of Collingham 
v. Sloper and The Furvign, 
Amerivan and General Tn- 
vestments Trust Company Vv. 
Sloper, recently before the Rag 
High Court of Justice, had nothing to do with the Eminent, 
There's something about the title of the Jarcstments Trust Com- 
pany that might lead people to think it was the Ruin who was in 
trouble again, We don't know the gent. 


THE rumour that McGooseley was geen in Fleet Street the other 
night fah isa libel on that gentleman's character. The McGooshlick 
—hic !—if anything, is thorough in all he does, Ask at Anderton's, 


* 

AN Instrumental Concert will be given at the Brighton Pavilion 
on Saturday, ith February, for the benefit of Signor Mezzetti. 
Good old Dr, Whittle will perform on the ocarina, and A, SLOPER 
will oblige on his favourite instrument, a comb and curl-paper, 
More larks! “° 


WHAT with Egypt's Khedive, the reassembling of Parliament, 
the changeable weather, etc., A. SLOPER’S hands are, to say the 
least, tidi- 
ly full at 
the pre- 
sent moe 
ment. 
With a 
minh Ofy 
ordinary 
calibre the 
working 
out of the 
Egy ptiat 
problem 
alone 
wanld 
pro vea 
lifetong 
task, but 
not so 
with the 
Ancient 
One. Bril- 
liant ideas 

Yash 
through 
his mind 
like water 


Rosebery 
may be the mouthpiece, A. SLOPER'S is the mind that conceives, 
But let it pass ; he will say nothing about his hurried consultations 
with his Earlship, or the frantic efforts of the G.O.M. to button- 
hole him in nearly every public-house in London. The settlement 
of the Egyptian difticulties speaks for itself. Good work is its own 
reward, and A. SLOPER dons the laurel wreath, and wears it with 
that modesty aud humility which characterises him on all great 
occasions, ee 

= 


THE Mouldy One has tlris day been graciously pleased to confer 
the “ Award of Merit” upon Chief Engineer TOMLINSON, because he 
repaired the Umbria's broken shaft. “ Hanother on ‘em, feyther,” 
exclaimed the Blue-eyed Middy, exultingly: “hanother Hum- 
brian partly rewarded for the glorious deed which will live for 
ever in naval ‘istory.” And to the tune of “ Britannia Rules the 
Waves,” the Azure-Orbed went out gaily to purchase the next 
chapter of “Tossed on the Billows; ‘or, Tite Pirate’s Curse, and 
the Boy Captain of Bethnal Green.” 


* 
A. SLOPER isa great admirer of a pretty pair of ankles, and is, 
therefore, delighted to jsee that with a lady of title as president, 
aShort Skirt Association is 
an accomplished fact, and 
that the fair sex will be ad- 
mitted to all the privileges 
of membership upon the 
payment of the modest bob, 
and the promise to wear all 
walking-dresses at least five 
inches off the ground. The 
“Friv.” girls won't join. 
They say they belong toa 
Short Skirt Association 
already. ee 

es 


THE Mildewed Edifice 
has just become a Trustee 
tothe Morley House Caxton 
Wing Fund,and the Old ’Un 
sincerely hopes the move- 
ment will gommend itself to 
those for whose benefit it is 
intended. £600 only is re- 
quired to secure twelve beds 
for all time in the Morley 
Convalescent Home, St. 
Mar; t’s Bay, for the ex- 
clusive use of those engaged 
in the Printing and Alhed 
Trades. These beds will be 
under the sole control of the 
Caxton Wing Committee. } 

A. SLOPER naturally takes 
aninterest in the welfare of printers,and he therefore advises them 


to subscribe to this vot object, and send their oof direct to the 
stor “yin ¢ Mr, O. G. Brimmer, 5 Wine Office Court, Fleet 


A pleasant name, Brimmer, and a suitable address, 
Wine Office Court. Visions of the old Cheshire Cheese seem to— 
here, I say, boys, don't forget those subscriptions, 


(Saturday, February 4, 1893. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 11TH FEBRUARY, 1893, 
— 


Sth February, 1828.—This day Jem Burke, then a novice, 
fought Ned Murphy, near Barnet, for a purse of £14. Murphy felt 
sure of a win, but after fifty rounds in fifty minutes czreed to share 
the stakes, and the affair came to a conclusion over a pot and 
pipe at the Spotted Dog. 


6th February, 1868.—A “banquet hippophagique” was 
given this day at the Langham Hotel, According to Pliny, the 
Romans at one time ate the asa, The wild ass is still in much 
eateem among the Persians, who consider it equal to venison, The 
flesh of donkeys forms the basis of the celebrated sausages of 
Sologna, 


7th February, 1682.—Says Evelyn, under this dotes “ Having 
had several violent fits of an ague, recourse was had to bathing my 
Jegs in milk up to the knees, made as hot as 1] could endure it ; and 
sitting in a deep churn or vessell, covered with blankets, and 
drinking carduus posset, then going to bed and sweating, { not 
onely missed that expected fit, but had no more.” 


8th February, 1828.—This day is reported the birth of 2 
child at Grousby without either hands or feet. 

Oth February, 1828.—This day an inquest was held at the 
Grey hound, Henrietta Street, Brunswick Square, on the body of 
Mr. Henry Neele, a solicitor, and a gentleman who has distin- 
guished himself in the literary world, Mr. Chapman, uncle to tha 
deceased, said on the previous Wednesday morning the deceased 
sent for him, and said that he was 2 ruined man. Jle then pro- 
duced some documents relating to a Commission of Bankruptcy, 
and said that, having been called upon to pay asum due to the 
Bankrupt's estate, he found he should be ruined in consequence of 
being unable to meet the demand, Witness accordingly waited 
upon the assignee, and found that the deceased's statement was 
untrue, and that the whole of the accounts of the Bankrupt’: 
estate had been vettled to the satisfaction of the creditors, and that 
there was a balance of £530 left. On Thursday morning he was 
sent for to the deceased's residence, and found him on his bed with 
his throat cut from ear to ear. The coroner, in summing up the 
case, observed, that the deceased had evidently affected his nerves 
by a too intense exercise of his imaginative powers, and thereb 
produced temporary aberration of mind. 


10th February, 1828.—This Sunday night, Mrs. Bamfora 
of Shore, near Littleborough, was left by the fireside, reading, by 
her husband, who retired to bed. When he awoke on Monday 
morning, he felt surprised that his wife was not with him, and on 
going downstairs, to his inexpressible horror, he found her remsins 
on the hearthstone, her clothes all burnt from her, and her persor 
reduced almost to a cinder, It will scarcely be believed, that net- 
withstanding this, she was not only alive, but spoke with a cor- 
siderable degree of cheerfulness of her situation before she died, 
which was very shortly afterwards. It was supposed that she hu: 
been asleep when she took fire, and that she did not in the first 
instance feel the pain which it creates, 


llth February, 1828,.—Six young men appeared before the 
Salisbury magistrates this day, to answer a charge of disturbing 
a Society of Ranters. It appeared that the extravagant exhibitions 
of these Ranters attract all classes, sexes and ages; and that the 
principal cause of the large assemblage on Sunday evening was a 
previous announcement that the preacher would inform the motley 
yroup, “the precis? moment when the last trumpet should sound. 
when the world should be burned, and whan and how we shouts 
all be judged.” The disgust occasioned by the fellow’s harangue 
occasioned the disturbance; and the magistrates dismissed the 
complaint, amercing the Ranters in costs, 


THE MODERN “LORD: OF BURLEIGH.” 
WHEN the self-styled landscape painter 
Made the village maid his wife, 
Straight he hastened to acquaint her 
With his true career in life: 
Proved that he was Lord of Burleigh. 
Then the burthen of her rank 
She lamented, late and early 
Till into her grave she sank ! 


Now, alas 4 romance is fashioned 
In a vastly different sort. 

Wher. a stranger, warm, impassioned,’ 
Pleads, and prays, and pays his court 

To the child of purse-proud farmer, 
Different tales by him are told— 

Tales of wealth and rank to charm her, 
Tales of houses, lands and ape 

But when he his wife has made her, 
Oh! what tears bedew her cheek, 

For her lord’s an oyster trader, 
Earning twenty bob a week ! 


—_——_———__—_. 


VIVE LA SPORT! 

THERE had been next to no sport—in point of fact, the bright 
young gentlentan of independent means, who had so recently made 
the village his home, had toiled all day and shot nothing, not evep 
a barn door ora gamekeeper. Dry-throated and empty-bagged he 
entered the last tavern of call on the road home, and called fora 
glass of whisky. To the usual query of “What sport?" came the 
unusual response: “ None whatever. First time such a thing has 
happened in the course of my life.” (Sportsman's perjury, but 
Sportsmen are all given that way.); 

“That's bad,” said the publican, who wasn't a bad sort ns Bungs 
go. “ But, if ers anxious to take something home, | have a hare 
in the stable 1 don't mind selling you for a dollar.” 

“What, ‘live or dead?” 

“Alive, I trapped it yesterday.” 

“Done with you.” 

The bitter beer adulterator conducted the shootist into the yard 
and produced the hare, which he tied to a stake by a cord fasteneu 
to its foot. “Now then, sir, blaze away,” he said. 

The cockney sportsman retired a few paces, brought his gun to 
hisshoulder, and blazed. The charge took effect in the cord; the 
hare bounded gracefully over the fence, and disappeared in the 
azure distance. 

“I said 1 was done with him,” grinned the kittle man as he 
trotted back to his whisky. “Whosays I didn't speak the truth?” 


—_——_—___ 


SOME GIRLS A. SLOPER LIKES TO MEET. 

THE girl who likes her “ HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
h The girl who doesn’t think every other pretty one “makes ap 

orridly.” 

The girl who doesn’t pinch her feet into shoes a size and a half 
too small for her. 

The girl whois not in the least ashamed of a healthy appetite. 

The girl who doesn’t want to stop and stare into every other 
shop window she prases. 

The girl who will sing under a trifle less than three-quarters of 
an hour's persuasion. 

The girl who can receive a little polite attention from a man 
without at once jumping to the conclusion that he is in love with 


er. 

The girl who doesn’t tight lace. 

The girl who prefers a cookery took to a penny noveiette, 

The girl who can purchase a packet of pins and a yard of calico 
without turning over everything in tne shop. 

And the girl who can look with a kindiy indulgent eye upon the 
Eminent's own little eccentricitivs. 
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THE LOVER’S LAMENT. 
(The latest craze fur ladies is beetle fancying.) 


‘T1s now with girls the 


ee , (ae ae ) 

ie Pitt UY WATE ay ra Style 
; BI. oS) babal time away to 

a —— while 
ees With many things that 
Ss will the heart en- 

ct thrall; 
: But ‘tis very far from 

nice 
When your sweetheart 
7} has the vice 


“XS To take delight in nasty 
¥) 4) things that crawl, 


as I can stand a dog or 


Wa J cat 
j TA A-sleeping in my hat; 
ONT ‘\ Bus I think that the 


order's rather tall 
When the girl you are 


\ to we 
) Will « beetle on you 
shed, 
Or any other nasty things 
that crawl, 


So engaged young men 
should find’ 

If their sweetheart’s of 
the mind 

Of loving beetles, either large or simall, 
And, if so, don’t near her go; 
Then she her sense will show 

By giving up all nasty things that crawl, 


————>.————_ 


A DECIDED NEGATIVE. 


THE proud old noble cast his Zimes impatiently aside, and, 
tting bolt-upright in his chair, fixed his piercing gaze full upon 
e shrinking form of the young man who stood so timidly before 
jiu. “No, Plantagenet,” he said, decidedly, “much as | despise 
yu—fool, idiot, imbecile, that you are—for the untarnished honour 
our ancient line Twill never, never give my consent to your 
arriage with this, this cresture—a mere girl, earning her living 
yon the boards,” 
© Tut, father,” pleaded the youth,® she is so beautiful.” 
“Tah!” responded the earl, disdainfully. “What has beauty to 
D with the Sangazures 2?” 
The viscount tixed a critical glance upon his father's anger-dis- 
rivd features, “Not much, certainly.” he eighed. “1 ofteu wish 
meola betterslooking stock." 
toy !" thundered the earl, * do not trifle! 
los. 
* And I, too,” was the response, given in a somewhat firmer toue 
nn Plantagenet had hitherto adopted. 
‘The blood mounted to the 
{men’s brow, “To think,” he 
ecred, “that even you should 
IH! in love with a box of rouge 
da picket of face powder! But 
shall never, never be, J have 


Remember, I am 


“Whois thirty-six and hasred — : 
ir.” interrupted Plantagenet, * 
"Pardon me—a magnificent - 
burn.” 
“Aud freckles.” 
“Which do but enhance her 
Dveliness,” answered the earl. 
Viantayenet,” he added, im- 
essively, “let this folly cease. 
emember, vou bear an honoured 
me, are the heir to a proud 
- Think of your ancient 
, the distinguished ances- 
Drs Whose portraits——” 
“ You sold to old Solomons, in Wardour Street, to pay the mort- 
interest,” put in the Plantagenet. 
ighty noble shot a glance at his son which would have 
etrated the crust of a public-house pork pie. “ Plantagenet,” he 
id, turiously, “ your callousness with regard to family difticulties 
Driders upon the indecent.” 
*I—I'm very sorry, sir,” was the penitent reply; “but really, 
ther. 1 do love Lottie, awfully.” : 
“ 1.0 "laughed the earl. “Love has never yet influenced the 
sure alliance. Now listen,” he added, threateningly, “I 
utely forbid this union; persist in it, and you and your 


etched wife shall never have oue penny of my money between 
v 


But, father,” was the answer, “we—we sha’n’t want any; er— 
tlie earns sixty pounds a week now at the halls, and she says my 
le would mean at least another forty.” 

he old noble’s eyes glistened with a wild, almost unnatural, 
to “Say you so?” he cried, exultingly, “Then, Plantagenet, 
shall never, never possess her, A hundred pounds a week.” 
ontinned, retlectively ; * why, asa countess, she might make it 
to at least £120, Plantagenet, J shall marry her myself 1” 


—_—_-———_———- 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV." 
No. 81,.—Lassteé Go-LING. 
LET Gussie make choice of the 
richest voice pardon, 
\ He can find, but, begging his 
7 \ Lassie Go-Ling will more sweetly 


(! // 
ASL } sing [ Garden. 
. We Than the sweetest bird in’ his 
}/ When the troubles of earth have 
iy marred your mirth, 
When despair has driven you 
Trantic, [sting 
Lassie Go- Ling will remove the 
If you'll look on her lively antic. 
If you've waxed too wild, when the 
Fates have smiled, 
And you're anxious to curb your 
gladness, fetrings wring 
Lassie Go-Ling will your heart- 
If you'll list to her songs of sad- 
: ness, 
-? It matters no jot or whether or not 
The* Friv.”a jerry-bnilt place is: 
Lassie Go-Ling would the house 
down bring 
Were it firm as Gibraltar’s base is. 
Small harm would betide if no girl 
beside (sarg lightly ; 
On the boards of the “Friv.” 
Lassie Go- Ling would, unaided, 
; bring 
‘) Vast multitudes “Priv.” - ward 
‘ nightly, 
And, oh! but what pain will our hearts contain 
Ou the day when our darling maiden, 
Lassie Go-Ling, on an angel's wing, 
Slallce seortis away te Nidenn ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


oo 


BRUNSWICK SQUARE, W.C., January 20, 1893. 
DEAR ALLY SLOPER,—Tiv lady reterred to in your issue of the 
lth inst., as having had conferred upon her your “Award of 
Merit,” is a pupil of mine, but my wife is not in the profession at 
all. L should be glad if you will kindly mention this to the 
“ Azure-orbed Illusionist.”—Yours faithfully, 
BERTRAM, F.O.S, 


45 COLEBROOK Row, ISLINGTON GREEN, 
January 22, 1893, 

DEAR FRIENDS OF PooR PEOPLE,—My most grateful thanks. 
Your most acceptable gifts clothed, fed and comforted many a 
poor, wretched creature, Yours is the most popular charity, and 
isalso the most cheering. Again thanking you on behalf of our 
poor, shivering, and suttering people, | remain, most truly yours, 

AL STYLEMAN HERRING 
(Vicar, etc., $3 years St. Paul's, Clerkenwell), 


236 QUEEN's Roap, NEW Cross GATE, LONDON, S.F., 
January 24, 1893, 

DEAR MR, SLOPER,—Twenty poor women thank you warmly 
for the gilt of 2s. 6d, each, Like Oliver Twist, their cry is still 
“More.” Please help them further if vou can.—Very faithfully 
yours, KATE McDONALD 

(Uead Teacher Webb Street Board School). 


——_-——~. 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No, 151.—HE Praises H1s FAVOURITE SNUFF, 


AT 5a.m.,, th’ industrious Mound, 

Though he'd been working all the night, 
Had still ten proofs to read, he found, 

And still a score of songs to write. 
Complete his arduous toil he must, 

So journeyed to the * Ben “—poor critter !— 
To rouse his energies with just 

One glass of Skinner's far-fumed bitter. 


Now, in the “ Ben“ two comps. or three 
Were taking snuff with one another, 
So SLOPER, who, whrere’er he be, 
Treats every Briton as a brother, 
Passed round his box of * Kendal Brown,” 
Aud further, wishing each good comp, to 
Be sure Ais snuff was best in town, 
Rapped out some lines of verse impromptu, 


“Tf misadventures make you sad, 

If unpropitious fates attend you, 
"Tis Kendal, boys, will make you ylad ; 

‘To Kenda’, boys, | recommend you! 
If you are with dyspepsia racked 

Secause too much you've drunk or eaten, 

For patting you to rights, the fact 

Is this—that Kendal can’t be beaten! 
For robbing suffering men of pain, 

For making briltiant men of men dull, 
For clearing cobwebs from the brain, 

Just plank your bottom coin on Kendal! 
I care not who on earth you be, 

Or what your age, or rank, or station, 
For squashing grief and causing glee, 

There's naught like Kendal ip creation!” 


Thus SLOPER spoke, then drank his ale, 
And to his oftice limped away ; 
But all the words on earth would fail 
To tell his wonder, when, next day, 
From Acndal of the * Arenue” 
He got this note; “ You best of men, 
Accept six stalis! I've heard how you 


vy 


Su highly praised me at the ‘Ben’! 


eG ALLY SLOPER’S. 


CHRISTMAS APPHAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £172 2s. 14d. 
SINCE RECEKEIVED: -ALLY SLOreEt, Esq (Weekly Donation), £1; 
DoT BAGNALL, 2s, 6d. H., 2s, Gi.; s 2s. 6d.; W. J., 18.3 DOLLIE, 
2s. 6d.; BABY MAY, 3s. ; THSEA,” 48.3 TURES LITTLE FRISKIES, 2s, Gd, ; 
GLavYS BuRTON, 5s.; G. A. FORDHAM, 1s. 
Making a total received up to January 24th, 1893, £174 8s, 7)//. 


THE MESSENGER OF TRUST. 

[At a coroner's inquest, recently, it was evidenced that the deceased—a woman, 
aged sixty-five—had made her living as a “messenger of trust "—tc., by taking 
her neighbours’ things to the pawnshop, and getting commission thereon.) 

THE first wife's spouse on Saturn’s eve had spent 

His weekly wage in drink, ere home he went, 

The next wife's spouse, though he the drink eschewed, 
Had earned, in six days, scarcely two days’ food, 

The third wife's spouse lay, sick to death, in bed, 

Aud round the room three children raved for bread, 
The fourth wife's spouse, sore-hearted, sore of feet, 
Was seeking work in vain from street to street, 

The fifth wife’s spouse for all requirements gave 

Her cash enough ; but she, alas! was slave 

To alcohol, And many a wife beside 

(For many a sad, sad reason) sadly tied 

Jler scanty wardrobe in a bundle, fain 

(For weal or woe) a timely coin to gain, 

And, since 'twould shame each wife, should she herself 
Convey her burden to the pawnshop shelf, 

She to the pawnshop sent—for pawn she must— 

That poor old daine, the “messenger of trust,” 


Tf hearts to feel he ours, they well may smart— 
If eyes to weep, the teardrops well may start— 
When we're at times compelled to ponder o'er 
The short and simple annals of the poor, 

And think what galling pain the soul must rack 
Alike of pawner and of pawner’s hack. 

Tf lips to pray be ours, let’s breathe a prayer 
For that good time when no poor wonmn eer 
Must needs become—to gain a bitter crust— 

A pawner, or a “messenger of trust!” 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

SLOPER is very generous. His readiness in “ going halves” (of 
gin) is well known, 

A Por’LAR Tree: Herbert Beerbohm. 

“PILLAR to Post :" A letter-box at a street corner, 

A PLAY with something “telling? in it: A White Lia 

Hoop-To-DATE Article of Attire: A crinoline, 

IT's rather tantological to speak of “an ancient village.” Who- 
ever heard of a vill-aze that hadn't “age” about it? 

WHEN is the Study of Electricity like Charity ?—When it begins 
at “ohm.” 

PuzzLE.—Spell love backwards, and you have the name of an 
ancient citv—A wer: Roma, 

A MADGE-IC Performance: The publication of the Globe. 

WHEN SLOPER is reclining on Tie ottoman, of what Grecian 
philesanher does he rencind you /—Soaher-at-ease, 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
THE FREAKS OF FORTUNE. 


——— 


CHAPTER X, 

MACPHERSON was also a huge social success, Ere he had been a 
week iv the business he had had three offers of marriage ; but as 
two of these 
were from 7 ¢ : 
widows who : 
were work- 
ing rival 
shows, and 
who desired 
to add an- 
other attrac- 
tion to their 
exhibitions, 
and the 
third was 
from a fair 

Circassian 
(from Cork), 
who hap- 
pened to be 
out of an en- 

gemen', 

the offers 
had a suspi- 
cion of mer- 
cenariness 
attached — to 
them, and 
Sandy Mac- 
pherson 
rejected them all with a considerable amount of scorn. 

Besides, he was hardly free to permit entanglements, which 
might jeopardise his loyalty to Harmon's Colossal Aggregation, 
Mr. Harmon had been at considerable expense in producing the 
unatomical conditions which made him valuable as an exhibit, and, 
to guard against loss, had had an agreement drawn up by whieh he 
and Sandy Macpherson, otherwise known as George Smith, bound 
themselves severally and collectively together fora period of not 
less than five years, This agreement settled the financial and other 
arrangements in the most satisfactory way, and had Sandy suc- 
cumbed to the blandishments of the widows, he would have been 
liable io become the defender ina breach of promise action, 

But there was another and a more creditable reason for George 
Smith sticking resolutely to his bargain, He was in love, and as 
his chest expanded, the greater grew that love. He now felt 
that ere long he would be Mary Somers‘s financial equal, and he 
pictured to himself the time when he could clasp her to his bosom 
and tell her so, 

So he viewed with impatience the slow progress made by the 
exhibition over the circuit which Mr. Harmon had found a paying 
one, The time 
now hung heavy 
ou his hands. He 
was not allowed 
to exert himself, 
os that might 
have had an in- 
fluence on his 
condition, The 
only relaxation 
in the way of 
netive employ- 
ment was in driv- 
ing one of the 
horses from his 
caravan window, 
and as the horse 
was of a mild, 
satistied, and 
even coutempla- 
live tempera- 
ment, the task of 
driving it pre- 
sented few ex- 
citements, 

So George uti- 
lised his) leisure 
in building 
castles in the 
air, Picturesque 
castles they were, 
too, and ever in 
Areadia. the foreground 
was the form 
of Mary Somers, and by her side was the colossal form of 
her gigantic lover. He pictured to himself. the time when he 
should be allowed to clasp her to his expansive bosom, and hail 
heras his own for ever. Tle had even laid out little plans as to 
what he should do when they were married, He would turn farmer 
with his well-earned money, and would imitate an Arcadia, where 
he would look after the cattle while Mary would keepa kindly eye 
on the poultry, 

These dream-pictures cheered his loneliness, for he undoubtedly 
was lonely. ie exigencies of the show business necessitated his 
living in dignified retirement. When he was a crocodile, he was at 
liberty to enjoy himself as he chose when outside of his official 
bkin, but it was different with himasa fat man, He could not go 
outside the caravan to enjoy the society of the casual stranger. Ut 
would have spoiled the receipts, No one would dream of paying 
money to see a giant whom he could poke in the stomach over a 
quart of ale, and in order to maintain mystery, George bere his 
exile from society with as much cheerfulness as possible, and 
got as much excitement as he could from the amusement of flick- 
ing the tlies fromthe old horse which he drove during the journeys, 


An offer of marriage. 


Nearing home. 


Rut all things come to those who labour and wait. One morn. 
ing, from the tiny window of the jolting caravan, George once 
more looked on the seenes of his childhood. He heaved a cigantie 
sigh as he looked forth, and was conscious that he would once 
more see the darling of his heart. 

(To be continued next vrch,) 


40 ALLY SLOPER’S- HALF-HOLIDAY:, (Saturday, February 4, 1893. 


———— 


; THE “F.0.8S." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THOUGHTFUL. | 


Bridget. It's nice to be you, Mary, to go to the panto- 
mime with my lady's things on. No such luck for me, 

Mary. Well, you see, Jeames is going to take me, and 
he’s got my lord’s togs on, One must have a little self- 
pride, 


No 293.—Tork Dukr or Bravrort, F.O.S, 


, “The above isa flattering likeness of his Grace of Beaufort, 
an individual who, during the course of a tolerably lengthy life, 
has managed to make himself conspicuous in more ways than 
gue; upon whose features the general public will look witha 
certain amount of curiosity, sporting readers with considerable 
respect, and theatrical Sloperites with ready recognition, The 
Dook Snook informs us that his noble confrere has never taken 
any considerable interest in politics, which fact, we beg to add, 
tends to demonstrate his good sense, : could only do sain the 
sleepy, prosy air of the Honse of Lords, In the field of sport, 
however, the Duke is thoronghly at home,and whether ensnariny 


the wily stickleback from the ponds of "Appy ‘Ampstead, stalking | 
the monarch of the glen over the Scottish hills, or tooling a team “oA FR ] EN DLY LEAD ” AT A FEN N FERRY. 


Yife. If I fell through the ice, would you jump in after me? 


v i igh "6 do! ° ar i Young Mrs. Stoekbroker, Oh, mamma, George is awfully 
Husband, At one time I might have done so, dear, but there are the children to think of. It would not do cru, “He has just started a Crincline Company, and 


to leave them orphans, insists upon me wearing one as a sort of advertisement. 


through Piccadilly, can go one better than most men living. 
England, too, is indebted to his Grace for the manner in which he 
has enriched its sporting literature; for who has not heard of 
the Hadminton Library? what sportsman whose study this 
excellent series does not adorn? ‘The Duke is possessed of a 
kindly regard for the animal creation, and stables which may 
justly be described as an equine palace of delight, so luxuri- 
ously are they app inted ; many old favourites, we believe, being 
amodated in.stalls of ivory and gold, embeilished with 
‘s studded in diamonds and other kindred delights. Chiefly 


because he’s a veritable ‘noble sportsman,’ the Duke was created 
¥.0.S., and the *Sioper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
—Debrett Improved. 


at tied 


i 
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(1) Bill Charon (the ferryman’, Want to cross fhe ferry, sir? Whoy, the old at was, You keep a-follerin’ in my footstens an’ yon needn't see no fear You'll 


boat's froze in usvardas tint. “Owsomedever, the ince'll bar ver right enough !— be right enongh.’——(4) Wot! Well, I never did’ Hlarmed if'e ain't fell through 

(2) Give us ‘old o' yer hag, sir,and Til yo hover fust, you understand, an’ test it. ina now! Ain't it sing'lara little feller like ‘im gittin’' in wen I come hover safe? “F 

manner o speakin’, If that bars my weight, that'll bar yourn—sce ?—-(3) Coom won't git out no more, an' I sha'n't git no pay for bringin’ of ‘im acruss. Well, I 

on, sir, Let's nip hover sharp, The bloomin’ hice don't appear to be go strong as shall ‘ave to stick to ‘is bag, I suppose, an’ make the best on it. 
= 
¢ 


A SHORT MEMORY. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. A PORTABLE CLUB. 


Rodolpho (well up in his part), Mark me, Wolfgang ! 


{ Weifgang (forgetting the text, but equal to the occasion). Right, 
Te wiphe : [Dots Rodolpho's eye. 
} = 
a) 
f 
‘ 
“Tsay, old man, what did Mra. B. say to yon last nicht when 
you got home?" “Say,en? My memory ts not so good as it “Do you want to yoin a nice clnb?” © Thanks, no: T 
. used to be. Resides, if I talked straight off tor six hours 1 belong ‘to one already.” Where's yours?" “* Under 
could not tell you atl she said.” my arm, old chappie.” 4 \ “Tm | 
= Se —— Sn ne ae eae — —_—————— CF rR oO OOOO rr: Wa 
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